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53 Eveleen O'Connor. 

agony of mind, " is it coming back to your senses yon are, when it 
would be better for yon and me to have lost them oat and out ; do you 
come to yourself -the very day that you have brought your poor unfor- 
tunate brother to the gallows ? " 

Eveleeln sat up on her elbow and gazed earnestly in bis face; the pod) 
man, overcome by his afflictions, was incapable of observing the effect 
of his words. " Oh ! Rory, Kory ! " he cried, potting his hands before 
his face, " did I ever think I'd live to see you die such a death." Eve- 
leen had now acquired sudden strength, she was sitting erect in the bed, 
drawing her hand over her forehead, while her eye* wandered -slowly 
and doubtfully round the room ; her appearance at lost alarmed O'Con- 
nor, he spoke to her more gently and kindly, but he got no answer; her 
eyes Still wandered in a sort of melancholy inquiry, or settled in unmeaning 
abstraction ; worlds would he have given to hear again that one word— 
** father" — but he heard it no more ; reason had only been on the 
threshold, and his frightful words had banished it for ever : long did he 
watch and wait for the termination of what he thought was a renewal 
of her fever, but the fever that was now in her brain was only to ter- 
minate with her life ; from that day Eveleen was calm, pensive, gentle 
as a lamb, but totally devoid of reason ; she seldom or never spoke, but 
she looked so full of melancholy meaning you could almost give words 
to the silent language of her looks. Her wretched father looked on all 
this as the punishment of his sins ; he thought every one shrunk from 
him as some evil thing ; he no longer attended to his former occupa- 
tions, his place went to ruin, and at last thinking to atone for his sins 
and those of his children, he took a vow of voluntary poverty, and sell- 
ing what yet remained of his property, he employed the money in endea- 
vouring to procure for them, in another world, the happiness they had 
lost in this, and he wandered about with his sorrow-stricken child, 
" Seeking the world's cold charity," 

till he died on the way-side, and left poor Eveleen destitute of home or 
protector, save that, as the people told me, " sure God takes care of her, 
when he took away the creature's reason." 



THE DREAMEK. 



T dreamt that o'er life's troubled sea, I dreamt that woman's love wu pore, 

My little bark swam merrily ; And would thro' ev*ry change endure, 

The saihi were fllFd with brecies mild, That tho' as summer streamlets bright. 
The sun was warn, the blue hear'n smiled ; Reflecting ev'ry glance of light, 

1 saw in all tV enchanting scene It was not e'en at fervid neon 

Noughrbbt the asure and the green. Or shallow, or exhausted soon. 

Nor deem'd that ev'ry wind and wave I dreamt affection ne^r decayed, 

Spoke but of danger and the grave ; Nor love grew cold, nor truth hetray'd: 

1 dreamt that we were born to give I dreamt that all were as they seem .— 

But happiness to all that live , I woke— and lo I twas but a dream I 

That chief of all from man to man, I woke— and stung with grief and pain, 

Th' electric spark of kindness ran. Ne'er tum'd to dream thai dream again : 



B. S. 



